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the  Cayman sky  
opened up
 
its dawn, conch-pink,  
and we, having
 






heat-crowned palms fanned-out,  
the sun-beaten bougainvillea,
 
a height  
just right
 for us to go about
without our clothes-
and you, already bored with the shells, the native straw, the
 
shops
of George Town, dropped
like the breadfruit drops into a chair and closed
yourself so quickly
 





never felt the heat
 
on our sunburned skin











sandy floor of  sleep to spite
the bed, but
 




for that matter,  the  sand ­
how easily it filled a wound, one
 
grain at a time.
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